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scourge kept handy for administering instant correction. Woe
to the man who stares about or shuffles his knees or makes a
whispered remark and thinks he can elude the watchful eye.
He is seized by the scruff of the neck and led out into the middle,
where he can only bow down humbly and take his punishment
like a man. When officiating, the monks are expected to sit
motionless, though without stiffness; their hands only move in
the ritual gestures. In the pauses for relaxation, novices who
sit by the doors, get up and fill the wooden bowl set before each
monk, with tea out of a monster pot; they drink, and sometimes
also add to the tea a little of the parched barley-meal which
takes the place of bread; this is kneaded into a lump and then
eaten.

When the service was over it was time to think, reluctantly, of
departure. Many were the requests on the part of the good monks
that the three friends would return later and make a stay of
several days or even longer. The ponies were led round by a
groom; before mounting, the visitors saluted the kind old prior
who, bending, imprinted on each of them a light tap with Ms fore-
head, bestowing a blessing. Then they turned and disappeared
down the hill. How often since that time have they dreamed of
Likhir and of the day when, like the foretaste of a beatific
vision, they were admitted to the threefold joys of Nature, the
Arts, and Human Intercourse combined in one single all-embrac-
ing synthesis. Now they are back in Babylon : how shall they
sing the Lord's song in a strange land ?